Shitty Situations 

synthetic distopia

Shitty Situations
Give up what I feel is right 
For what they see as wrong 
Give up my own eyes 
For those bystander sights
How can you hide from what's hidden from your mind 
When I don't even know the half of my why's 
I guess the situations are similarly bleak 
Almost the same outcomes on another city 
You always want to prove your ideologies 
But never when it comes exposing the super me 
Ego is the form of defense for the weak 
Go too far and you might not make it to reality 
I have the scars to remind yhe ego right out of me 
Yet I feel so far from the vessel that I keep 
Merely a bystander to my own discography 
It feels go to die on a trivial hill 
With a story you conjure yo wish to fulfill 
I'd die for the right answer on the wrong outcomes still
And gawk the wrong answers with a good life fulfilled 
Maybe the right questions will lead a Taylor fit will
But it never comes closer than a day behind a shill 
Creativity is that caressing hand 
As a phantom pulse where a real one should land 
But never have I felt so bland 
Then when I hold a lovers glance 
lady luck is my adulteress wife
Mingling with anyone she likes 
I gave myself up to bask in her light 
In hopes one day she will change my life 
Those days never came 
And it perfectly sits right 
In the image of my head 
Of what really "might" 
I have a reason to dread 
And lurk within the dead 
I'm quite relived to really know 
That I have the reasons to go 





 
